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Chapter 1 by moveslikejaeger 
Chapter One: The 1st Day Of High School 


It's hard to believe that around two months ago | was just like everybody else. Worrying about 
grades, hanging out with my best friend Marisa, teasing my younger brother, Ernie, studying for 
the big geography finals a year early, avoiding school dances like the plague- well, you get the 
idea. My name is K.C. Cooper. | was just your average 14 year old, living in anormal two-story 
house on Black Oak Street in D.C. | had just finished middle school and was about to begin the 
new school year at Hamilton High, when my perfect world imploded. I’m not about to go on and 
on about how terrible it was for my life to change because |’m not that kind of girl, and when | 
look back on it today, things could've been worse, way worse. Anyways, youre here for the 





story, the adventure, the peril, the ahem-roman-| meant-action. The story. The tale of how | 
became what | am today. Well, | can tell you one thing’s for sure, it all began on the first day of 
SCMOOl a: 





The morning air was crisp, and the green leaves were just beginning to brown on the edges, 
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My punctual mother called from downstairs. 
“Who said | wanted to be early?” 


| mumbled sleepily to myself after rolling out of my warm, sheltering bed. | dragged my feet as | 
trudged to my bathroom sink and splashed my face with water arguably from the North Pole, 
making me feel as though | had a triple shot espresso. | wiped my face with the closest towel | 
could reach, then ran downstairs to have breakfast, which consisted of Cheerios and orange 
juice. 


“Don't forget to wake up Ernie!” 





She reminded me as | zoomed back upstairs to get dressed. 
Oni 


| perked up as | quickly rummaged through my drawer, and pulled out a pair of dark wash Jeans, 
a white button-up shirt and a burgundy crop top sweater, putting on my clothes as | grabbed my 
trusty well-used air horn from the top of my dresser and scrambled towards Ernie's room, and 
pulled the trigger. 


“lm up, l’m up!) 
Ernie gasped as he fell off of his bed, hearing the squealing whine of the horn. 
“What a lovely way to start the year.’ He groaned. 


“There's a giant cold water bucket downstairs, if you want it to be an extra-special year.’ | smiled 
innocently. 


“lll pass?’ 
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Which reminds me, | thought to myself, grabbing a Togo's bag | had been saving under my sink 
the entire summer. Inside the bag, however, wasn't a several months-old sandwich, but a pair of 
pink sparkly heels I'd bought for Marisa’s birthday, on the first day of school. She's gonna flip! | 
mused, stuffing the shoes into my leather, black studded carry-on backpack. Slinging one of the 
straps onto my shoulder, | raced downstairs to see Ernie standing smugly by the door. 


“Looky here,’ 

He smirked. 

“Seems Ernie the great has beaten K.C to the door, hmm?” 

“Oh shut up.” 

| rolled my eyes. 

My mom stopped making our lunches in the kitchen, bringing them with her. 
“Have a good day at school!” 


She handed the brown paper bags to us and | opened the front door after slipping on my black 
high heel sneakers. 


“See ya!” 
My dad said, looking up at us from his phone on the couch. 


And that was how the day had begun, as | walked the four blocks to get to school, unaware of 
the things | was to experience that afternoon. 


Chanter Two: 
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turned the block before my house, | saw neither of my parents’ two cars in the driveway. | could 
tell Ernie, who stood at my side, was also unsettled. 





“That's weird,’ He acknowledged when we were in front of our driveway. 
“No kidding.’ | agreed as we strode to the threshold and | fished out my key. Once inside, we 





were further spooked by the eerie silence that notified us that nobody was home, nobody at all. 


“Anybody home?” Ernie called tentatively into our abandoned home. 
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